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No ethnic group in history has been the subject of as much sexual contro- 
versy as the black race. For the white man, the black woman has always held 
an extraordinary erotic mystique. Until recently there has not been a plau- 
sible explanation for this phenomenon. So deep-rooted is the basis of the 
black female's sexual mystique that authorities throughout the ages have 
never dealt openly with it. It was only with the advent of Freud and modern 
psychology that enlightened humanity was forced to come to terms with the 


subconscious in each of us, and the white man to explore the fundamental 
motivation of his attitudes toward blacks, the black female in particular. 
That is the purpose of this publication, to define and explore the area of 
black sexuality; and, in doing so, it is hoped that we will dispel many of the 
tainted myths which have characterized the white attitude toward black 
sexuality for centuries. 
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You'll not often stumble onto a creature like our 
busty midnight maiden in striking bronze and 
ebony. Poor Shana, she was jobless and we're told 


a bit naive. No guy ever got in bed with her, our 
photographer says. Do you believe that? 


A look at our sneaky photographer’s keyhole shots indicates Shana is really putting us on. Is she auto- 
erotic? Glance at those mammaries, man, and watch Shana pluck that nimble nipple. Some bust, isn't it? 
| think she's really a wily African seductress lying in wait for the first male that happens along. 
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So here we are at midnight ogling through the key- 
hole and staring at the peaks of an ebony body- 
scape. Don't touch! Just take the clues from Shana 


and get a feather to do some tickling with. 
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All alone, poor Shana sits and waits for a man to 
show her how it’s done. Her supple warm flesh 
waits to soothe some longing fellow. 
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That's the tale of Shana, the lonely maiden. Well, 
that's what she told the photographer, but l've 
learned not to count on what he says. Yummy! 


IMPULSE 


It was a strange kind of ar- 
rangement, even from the begin- 
ning. 

Ted Halperin and his wife 
Jody had met the new neighbors 
at a cocktail party and both of 
them took one look and knew 
what they wanted. Ted lusted 
after Mae Rice as he had lusted 
after no woman, not even his 
stunning blonde-haired wife, be- 
fore. 

Her sleek tawny body and 
glimmering mysterious black 
skin made his mouth water. 
There was something of the fe- 
line about her, a jungle cat who 
was savage and untamed despite 
a Masters in Comparative Litera- 
ture, a degree he saw as only 
adding to her aura of challeng- 
ing sensuality. 

Ted had never gone to bed with 
a black woman before, but now 
he found himself incredibly 
aroused by Mae’s tall sinewy 
figure, the lush swollen melons 
he saw jutting out from behind 
her dress, swaying hotly before 
his bespectacled and pale-blue 
eyes. Her ass was like a jelly- 
roll, plump and high like a bus- 
tle and he longed to rub his fin- 


gers over each firm chocolate- 
colored orb, caressing her body 
for hours at a time. 

As for Mae’s husband, he was 
too much of a gentleman to 
make any comment, though it 
took very little ingenuity for 
him to see how obviously Hal- 
perin had become aroused in just 
the few minutes he had spoken to 
his wife. 

But Richard Rice had designs 
on Jody and kept his cool, won- 
dering if the Halperins would 
consent to a bout of couple swap- 
ping when the moment was 
right. But if he was turned on to 
Jody, she however was more in- 
terested in his wife. 

Her decidedly bisexual tastes 
had occasionally been stimu- 
lated by threesomes with attrac- 
tive young women procured 
through newspaper and maga- 
zine advertisements—“AC/DC 
wife and hus. seek insatiable 
fem. bed part. for 3-way hi- 
kinks,” read their standard ad, 
and now she knew she would not 
be happy until both she and Ted 
had seduced Mae into their bed. 

Mae was not as unavailable 
as both of them thought. She 


found Richard pretty boring in 
bed and though he was an affec- 
tionate and considerate husband, 
he usually failed to satisfy 
what were, as Halperin had 
guessed, rather pronounced and 
insatiable sexual demands. 

So when Jody met her shop- 
ping late one afternoon less than 
a week after their initial meet- 
ing, she sounded Mae out and 
discovered, in a tactful and un- 
obtrusive way, that the tall and 
voluptuous young black woman 
would indeed be open to a bout 
of three in the hay, Halperin 
style. 

Further arrangements were 
made and when Mae told them 
that Richard would be out of 
town two evenings in a row, 
everything was set. She arrived 
at their house in time for dinner 
and Ted, whose rather shy and 
bemused appearance bore little 
indication of his true passionate 
and virile self, could not keep 
his eyes off of her. 

They sat in the living room 
drinking cocktails and Mae was 
just as nervous as the Halperins. 
She saw how they eyed her, un- 
dressing her in their heads. Jody 
had put on a tightly revealing 


pants outfit, one that showed off 
her figure to its best and most 
striking advantage. 

The blouse was nearly see- 
through and she wore no bra un- 
derneath so that her own firm 
jugs were just about visible, the 
round hot nipples already taut 
and distended, pressing against 
the material. The inviting de- 
pression and mound nearly jut- 
ting forward between her thighs 
made Mae’s eyes open wide. 

She had had very little experi- 
ence with other women before, 
and virtually none with a hus- 
band and wife at the same time. 
Now, she was excited, thinking 
of the pleasures she had been de- 
nied with Richard, the needs of 
her body she could no longer ig- 
nore or suppress. 

As for Ted, he was already 
hot, feeling how his cock was 
bulging with excitement just 
from looking at her. She leaned 
back in her chair and stared at 
them, her tight little mini skirt 
riding up high around her supple 
thighs, revealing the tops of her 
black mesh stockings. She could 
see the way Ted was open- 
mouthed and when she glanced 
down at the man’s crotch, she 
smiled to herself, knowing he 
would prove to be a more than 
adequate lover. 

The long hard bulge which 
tented up the material along the 
inside of one of his trouser legs 
invited her inspection and she 
wanted to get up, right then and 
there, move to the couch and in- 
vestigate further. But before she 
had a chance, dinner was served 
and she sat at the table, joined 
by Jody at one end and Ted at 
the other. 

A few glasses of wine later, 
they had all broken through 
their initial shyness and reserve, 
paving the way for a night that 
would lack all and every inhibi- 
tion. Ted was well on his way to 
being high and he had barely 
touched his food, too excited by 
the propect of the two women in 
bed together, by Mae Rice in par- 
ticular, to bother with finishing 


his dinner. 

In fact, when Jody cracked a 
rather dirty joke and Mae leaned 
back and began to laugh uproari- 
ously, he giggled to himself and 
feeling like a little kid, slid 
under the table and crawled to- 
wards Mae. He wasn’t trying to 
surprise her so much as treat 
himself to dessert. 

He got a helluva lot more 
dessert than he had ever bar- 
gained on. She kept talking to 
Jody, winking conspiratorially 
and pretending she hadn’t no- 
ticed Ted slip under the dining 
table. And when she felt his 
hands sliding up her thighs, she 
stiffened and leaned back 
against the chair, spreading her 
legs apart as his fingers caressed 
her supple body. 

He pushed the skirt higher, 
past the tops of her stockings as 
she wiggled provocatively on 
the seat, murmuring her ap- 
proval. The room was strangely 
silent and when he pushed the 
chair back she lifted her ass off 
the seat so that she could bunch 
up her skirt all around her 
waist. 

He caught the first glimpse of 
her panties and his mouth wa- 
tered as he itched to explore fur- 
ther. “Come on, honky,” she gig- 
gled. “Show Mae how a cat laps 
cream, big boy.” She kept chuc- 
kling throatily as he stared at 
the swollen mound behind the 
front of her panties, her garter 
belt snow-white, an exciting con- 
trast to her cafe au lait hued 
flesh. 

Gently, he eased one finger up 
and down the damp front panel 
of her tightly stretched panties, 
feeling the juicy warmth of her 
hot and mature box. No one 
spoke and Jody pushed her chair 
around so that she could see 
what was happening, not want- 
ing to miss a trick. 

She now had a perfect view, 
able to see the dark shadow of 
Mae Rice’s plump crisply furred 
box even before her husband 
peeled the young woman's 
panties down, moaning softly to 


himself, feeling his cock drool- 
ing persistently, as stiff and 
randy as he hoped her clit would 
prove to be. 

Taking hold of the elastic 
around the top of her undies, he 
jerked them off and once again 
she helped him, lifting her ass 
as he pulled her moist clinging 
panties off of her hips. The in- 
stant he saw her cunt, Ted went 
literally berserk. 

Mae’s panties were tangled 
around her knees as he threw 
himself between her legs, egged 
on by the sight of her pussy, the 
tightly curled wiry pubes barely 
covering the dark-pink meat of 
her tender box. The twin outer 
lips were like two stiff lapels and 
he saw her clit poking forward 
from its sheath, almost wiggling 
and maddening him incredibly. 

With a savage groan he was 
upon her and she jerked her hips 
forward the instant she felt his 
tongue digging right inside, ram- 
ming forward into the juicy ves- 
tibule of her tight young snatch. 
The red meat and her gorgeous 
black body made his head reel 
and he could already taste the 


spicy liquids which gushed 
down, brimming over the edge of 
her inflamed and reddened 
vulva. 


“Yeah, drink it, Ted, drink it 
all down, sugar,” she panted, 
loving the first hot swipes of his 
long raspy tongue. 

He reached up with his hands 
and took hold of each outer fold 
of cunt-flesh, pulling them back 
like red dripping wet wings and 
digging down as hard as he 
could. He captured her clit be- 
tween his lips and sucked and 
pulled, alternating the frigging 
motion of his mouth by chewing 
delicately with the edges of his 
front teeth. 

The twin sensations made her 
groan in a delirium of mounting 
passion. His hot breath and in- 
sistent tonguing caresses made 
Mae shiver and she undulated 
her hips on the chair, her legs 
jerking fitfully and spasmodi- 
cally in time to his fierce lap- 
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ping strokes. 

“Look at that fucking tongue 
move!” Jody exclaimed, though 
she was far more interested in 
Mae Rice’s pussy than she was 
in her husband’s sexual tech- 
niques and expertise. 

Entranced by what she saw, by 
the beautiful symmetry of the 
black woman’s pussy, by the 
way her clit was long and thin, 
sharpened at the end of its stalk 
and wiggling like a worm be- 
tween the inner and prominent 
minor lips, irregularly edged 
juicy folds of cunt-flesh, she 
longed to chew and suck upon it, 
just as her husband was doing. 

Ted ignored the rising chorus 
of grunts and animalistic sounds 
of excitement. His nostrils 
flared as he sucked up the va- 
pors of her musky trench, her 
cunt hot and spicy as more and 
more juice slid down, lubricat- 
ing her slippery and clinging va- 
gina, 

His tongue was everywhere at 
once, even as he kept the outer 
lips splayed back, just about 
able to see the thinly furred ap- 
erture that was Mae’s tender ass- 
hole, barely creased, a mere slit 
he longed to explore once he had 
enjoyed her cunt to its full ad- 
vantage. 

But, for the moment at least, 
he was quite content, eager to 
display his oral skills as he 
mouthed repeatedly, blowing 
hot air up into her snatch until 
she was pushing his head down, 
holding his face against her nest 
and demanding more and more of 
his lips and tongue, wanting to 
be serviced as she had never been 
serviced in the past. 

He was the man to do it, all 
right. 

Ted Halperin knew exactly 
how to turn her on and he flicked 
his tongue up and down, licking 
all along the length of her nar- 
row but gaping cunt furrow, feel- 
ing more and more pre-coital 
fluid drooling over the head of 
his cock, making his underpants 
sticky and clammy as he worked 
like a wildman and ate Mae out 
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to her infinite satisfaction. 

He wondered what Jody was 
up to, for she wasn’t saying any- 
thing as he sucked on the black 
woman’s succulent gash. Mae’s 
twat made his head reel and it 
was as if he had never eaten cunt 
in his entire life, so turned on 
that he was gobbling juice and 
sucking as if his tongue was a 
soda straw. 

She moved back and forth, 
pushing her pussy down against 
his mouth, feeling the way he 
was stimulating her clit and 
making it burn and tingle. If he 
kept at it much longer, Mae 
knew she would get off and 
come, right there on the dining 
chair. 

She glanced over at Jody and 
winked once again as Ted’s 
blonde-haired wife rose shakily 
to her feet, her own pussy hot 
and dripping, eager to feel any 
number of  things—fingers, 
cunts, cocks or mouths. She 
moved to Mae and the black 
woman lifted her hands and 
quickly ^ unbuttoned Jody's 
blouse. 

“T love that, having you suck 
on my tits, Mae," Jody whis- 
pered, leaning forward as Mae's 
fingers trembled and she opened 
the young woman's blouse all 
the way, the contrast between 
their white and black skins send- 
ing a ripple coursing up and 
down her spine. 

Staring intently at Jody's 
knockers, she saw how the au- 
reoles were dark-pink, darker 
than the stiff button-like nipples 
capping each round firm breast. 
“Lick them, hard, chew on them, 
do whatever you want," she 
urged and leaned still closer 
until her tits were swaying invit- 
ingly before Mae's widened eyes, 
goading her on and turning her 
on almost as much as Ted's hot 
lashing tongue strokes. 

No longer shy or reticent in 
the least, anxious to please both 
of them, she reached out and 
pressed her hands over Jody's 
tits, fingering the swollen points 
as the young blonde leaned still 


closer, urging Mae to take her 
boobs in her mouth and lick and 
suck on them just as Ted was 
doing to her cunt. 

Ted heard them talking, but 
his vision was blocked, filled 
with the sight. of red inflamed 
cunt-flesh, meat that kept drool- 
ing streams of sap, juice he 
sucked down and went exploring 
for more. He slipped one finger 
in alongside his tongue and her 
cunt muscles squeezed so power- 
fully he couldn't believe Mae 
had such strong physical con- 
trol. 

But they gripped his finger as 
tightly as two lips and he wig- 
gled it in and out, finger-fucking 
her, rubbing his cunt-juice 
smeared thumb up against her 
tender naked asshole. He wanted 
to dig that inside as well and as 
he kept stimulating both her 
anus and her vagina, she opened 
her mouth and sucked in one of 
Jody's nipples, licking the hot 
tasty bud and smacking her thick 
sensual lips with delight. 

"Yes, do it, suck harder, 
baby," Jody groaned, her own 
hands moving to Mae's blouse 
and pulling the tails out of the 
way, undoing the buttons even as 
she felt her nipples being 
stroked, licked and caressed 
until they grew even harder, 
swelling consideraly inside of 
Mae’s mouth. 

Jody’s body was redolent of 
perfume and Mae was enrap- 
tured, turned on by what was 
happening to her. She wondered 
if Ted was hung, for he certainly 
had looked well-endowed and 
now she could think of nothing 
more pleasurable or nicer than 
to feel his thick white cock dig- 
ging down into her twat while 
she worked her red raspy-edged 
tongue in and out of Jody’s 
pussy. 

She wanted to please both of 
them, just as they were pleasing 
her and she kept at it, licking 
and slobbering over Jody’s firm 
young knockers while Ted’s wife 
undid the buttons and pulled 

(Continued on page 54) 


DUSKY DARLING 


Е a tese 

At dusk, the darkly amorous 
Alana arrives, her scintillating 
busts teasing us to a night of 
mystical love, her hirsute box 
beckoning the disquieted males. 
She spreads her legs to let the 
twinkling star of life speak from 
its erotic lips. 
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The dusky darling, in her home, lets us see some more of her attributes. You'd have to have lousy vision to 


miss a showing so spectacular as those lovely jugs and that kinkly-haired mouth between her legs. Alana's 
body is “barely** ready for love, if you'll pardon the pun. 
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А bit narcissisian, maybe, but 
with a body like Alana has who А es 
wouldn't be looking at himself ; + 
all day. 


Alana says come on to her house and put some 
dark pleasure in your life. No looking though! 
You've gotta take this sweet and errant miss to 
dreamland to please her. And what a dream. 


Now here’s the point at which we close our story, 
leaving open only the peaks of her bust and the 
lips of that big beautiful box that seems to say 
“Come right in.” 


—— À — — 


the 
NAUGHTY 
NEGRESS 


The naughty Negress, Tanya, taunts us with her 
endowments, a tempting scene fit for a feast of the 
kings. You know what Tanya likes best? 
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Tanya's favorite pasttime is about as obvious as she can make it. She isn't in love with her statue, kiss it 
though she is. Well, on the other hand, Tanya does like her statue, but you'll note, of course, that it's shape 
is a clue to her tastes. 
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She takes it in her mouth and 
her hot tongue caresses its head. 
That phallic icon gets a furry 
preview of the pleasure palace 
between her legs. Icons may suf- 
fice for some, but Tanya is quick 
to say that she'd rather have 
some hard flesh power penetrate 
her box. 


So, here's Tanya tempting readers now, and if your 
view one way isn't the best, Tanya has been good 
enough to give you another better scene. 


“Orchids to you,‘ says Tanya as she urges our 
photographer to dolly in for a close-up study of 
that sexy floral arrangement. 
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Our deflowered girl exhibits po- 
sitions of allurement, and if she 
hasn't gotten into your scrotum 
with her tantalizing body, she’s 
got two more poses to tug at 
your glands. 


Lith oy 
ДҮ: 


Black Beauty’s loneliness is real- 
ly a mystery for a woman with 
her alluring endowments should 
have no reason to fondle symbol- 
ic elements. Her black satiny 
flesh and neat, firm muscles ta- 
per and swell in all the right 
places. Her breasts and her vagi- 
na are of the most desired dim- 
ensions. Could one so darkly 
beautiful be without a lover? 
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If oral love is a passion of yours -- as it obviously is with Black Beauty -- then here’s an oral lover waiting 
for her man. Come on, guys, a peppermint candy stick is no substitute for the genuine article. Just watch 
Black Beauty charm that candy column. 
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No, Black Beauty isn't about to use her candy 
stick there! See, she’s really imploring us to sprin- 
kle on the magic powder and crawl into this photo- 
graph with her. 
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Already we can hear the huskily panting males 
pounding on the stairway, racing to join Black 
Beauty on that bed. So, Black Beauty, for you and 
them, we'll turn the page and allow you privacy. 
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Are you interested іп the unusual, the 
bizarre and the strange, intrigued by y 
the deviant manifestations of human sex- Y 
ual behavior? Then here's the kind of 
information modern, broadminded adults 
are looking for; magazines that provide 
a deep insight into the fantasy world of < 


corporal punishment. More than mere en- ы 
tertainment, these magazines reveal the Е " ou 
inner workings of a little known aspect ` 

of sexual behavior. Each magazine is amme 
profusely illustrated in black and white Ж 
and vivid color. 2 = 
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No ethnic group in the history of the human 
species has been the subject of as much sexual con- 
troversy as the black race. From the Mesopo- 
tamian origins of western civilization, when the 
lighter races first encountered and began to con- 
quer their darker neighbors to the south up to the 
racial confusion of contemporary times, the black 
man has held for the white an extraordinary erotic 
mystique. As both slave and free man his color 
and anatomical differences have continued to set 
him apart, in defiance of all attempts either to 
subjugate him or acknowledge his human equal- 
ity. 

Until very recently there could not even be an 
adequate explanation of this phenomenon. So 
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deep-rooted does its true basis lie that authorities 
throughout the ages have never dealt openly with 
its sexual nature but instead confined their discus- 
sion of black-white relationships to the economic, 
the political and the anthropological—thereby 
concealing what is most significant in this as in 
many other areas of human history. It was only 
with the advent of Freud and modern psychology 
that enlightened humanity was forced to come to 
terms with the unconscious in each of us, and the 
white man to explore the fundamental motiva- 
tions of his behavior toward blacks. 

—7 Before this came about—and іп certain areas even 
today —whites argue that the blacks were ап infe- 
rior race, idle, irresponsible, immoral, bestial and 


less intelligent. They justified enslaving and ex- 
ploiting them on anthropological grounds, citing 
their own obvious superiority in warfare and com- 
merce and bringing in religious arguments to sup- 
port their cause. The darker the race the less civi- 
lized, they maintained, and why should not the 
weak and the primitive serve the strong and the ad- 
vanced? 

European anthropologists delved into racial 
differences and came up with theories that Negroes 
were closer to apes than they were to Caucasians, 
that they copulated with simians and reproduced 
their young. Brains and hair were examined, skull 
sizes compared, and many happily concluded that 
blacks were a separate and inferior species on the 
basis of such evidence as the fact that Negro hair 
can be made to feel like sheep’s wool or that 
Negro jaw development is closer to the simian 
than to the Caucasian. They insisted that whites 
were more intelligent because several studies 
found that the frontal lobes of the brains of blacks 
were smaller—despite contrary evidence that this 
does not affect intelligence. It was clearly their 
intention to justify prejudicial instincts rather 
than to discover objective truths which would have 
exposed their unconscious bigotry. 

Some of these anthropologists and other theore- 
ticians advanced arguments of racial differences 
that bordered on the outlandish. Dr. Charles 
White, an eminent English physician and surgeon 
out to prove the multiple origin of races, described 
a “great chain of being” in his book, An Account of 
the Regular Gradation in Man, published in 1799. 
In explaining why he considered Negroes to be an 
intermediary species between white men and apes, 
he cited anatomical differences including Negroes’ 
shorter thumbs and allegedly unpleasant body 
odor—characteristics of apes. But he stressed sex- 
ual differences, as follows: “That the Penis of an 
African is larger than that of an European, has, I 
believe, been shown in every anatomical school in 
London. Preparations of them are preserved in 
most anatomical museums; and I have one in 
mine. I have examined several living negroes, and 
found it invariably to be the case. . . . In simiae the 
penis is still longer, in proportion to the size of 
their bodies.” 

White went on to assert that the sexual organs 
of Negro women are also larger than those of Eu- 
ropean women, especially the clitoris. It is a fact, 
he maintained, that black women have easier par- 
turitions and menstruate less, like apes and ba- 
boons. He even referred to the accounts of travelers 
who reported that the breasts of Hottentot women 
were so long that they could suckle their children 
upon their backs “by throwing the breast over the 
shoulders.” 

An American professor with similarly bizarre 
views was A. Е. Ross of the University of Wiscon- 


sin. Writing as late as 1936, after disavowing his 
well-known racism, he argued for a racial differ- 
ence caused by the tropical sun. The vertical rays 
of the sun in tropical regions, he insisted, stimu- 
late the people there (blacks, of course) to a con- 
stant and voracious sexual appetite. From his 
travels in South America he concluded that the 
locals indulged in orgies of sexuality unknown in 
northern climates. “1 came to the conclusion that 
at bottom this is the direct effect of the torrid sun, 
not of heat for it is just as marked on the bleak up- 
lands as on the steaming lowlands,” he wrote. 

With such pseudo-scientific and very questiona- 
ble evidence many whites sought to avoid far more 
reasonable explanations of their attitudes toward 
blacks. Lester F. Ward, a professor of sociology at 
Brown University, early in this century went so far 
as to suggest that Negroes rape white women not 
out of lust but because of an unconscious desire to 
better their race. “This is the same unheard but im- 
perious voice of nature commanding him at the risk 
of ‘lynch law, ” said Ward, “to raise his race to a 
little higher level.” Conversely, he argued, the 
white man's fury at such events results only from 
the natural “biological law of race preservation.” 
He concluded that the far more brutal revenge ex- 
acted had nothing to do with outraged decency. 

In this Ward was probably right, modern au- 
thorities agree, but for reasons he would never 
have imagined, let alone admitted. For what is at 
issue here, in the unanimous opinion of post-Freud- 
ian psychologists, is the white man's fantasy of 
black sexuality and the obsessive behavior 
prompted by his own feelings of sexual guilt and 
confusion. 

This is a deeply inbred phenomenon, and goes 
back to a time long before Africans were enslaved 
in Europe or America. In our hazy past the concept 
of black represented night, dark, danger, evil, the 
unknown. On another level it defined dirt, filth, 
uncleanliness, excrement. In the anal stages 
which eyery infant goes through he is subject to the 
traumaßf being punished for defecating or playing 
with his stool, which is to him part of himself and 
therefore not dirty. It is his natural right to con- 
trol his elimination, it can be the first gift he of- 
fers to his mother, and he may be frustrated by con- 
cepts of adult sanitation which interfere with his 
erotic pleasures. Even in later life very many 
never get over the traumas they suffer at this pe- 
riod and are incapable of normal genital gratifica- 
tion. They become obsessed with the anal region 
or, by sublimation, with neatness and order, and it 
is not difficult to see how the black race as an un- 
forgettable reminder of their trauma may become 
the confused object of their obsession. 

Throughout the period of slavery and even today 
in America, white people have regarded the Negro 
as sensual, rhythmic, uninhibited and filled with 
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lust. If, at the same time, he was supposed to be 
inferior, less-than-human and despicable, then 
clearly it was his alleged sexuality the whites 
were condemning. 

Yet, the truth of the matter is that blacks have 

almost always been the ones victimized by white 
sexuality. On the slave plantations, naturally, a 
thousand Negresses were raped by whites for every 
white woman raped by a black. In fact, many a 
southern belle commanded the sexual attentions 
of male slaves because she couldn’t get any from 
her husband. In spite of this, whites reacted with 
blind fury when there was the slightest suspicion 
that a black man was sleeping with a white 
woman. They took advantage of such a rumor, 
whether it was true or not, to inflict the most sad- 
istic punishment conceivable on the wretched sus- 
pect, using phallic-substitute weapons to flog, 
stab or mutilate him, and thus defend their wom- 
enfolk and protect their race. 
-> In reality, many of these slaveholders were im- 
potent. They practiced unnatural acts on the Ne- 
gresses they raped, and generally gained more 
erotic gratification from flagellating their vic- 
tims, be they male or female, than from using the 
phalluses with which they were naturally en- 
dowed. 

Toward their wives and female relatives, most 
antebellum southerners were unrealistically wor- 
shipful, placing them on a pedestal of gentility 
and spirituality, yet ironically denying them their 
human desires. Through the machinations of this 
double standard they felt justified in defiling 
Negro women but jealously guarded their own 
sacrosanct females. 

We may gain an understanding of this phenome- 
non by considering the whites’ behavior as a projec- 
tion of their own sexual feelings onto the Negroes. 
Because they may have been brought up to con- 
sider sex bestial and incestuous feelings terribly 
sinful, or have been punished too severely during 
their anal phases a lot of these men fervently de- 
nied their own sexuality and attributed it instead 
to the “inferior” blacks, whose culture did not in- 
clude so many taboos. If sex was bad, and they 
must not commit incest with a mother or a sister 
(with whom a white wife became equated) they 
turned to their Negress slaves, who were subhu- 
man and therefore not sinful objects of lust. 

At the same time, by depriving the black men of 
their women they developed guilt feelings and 
worries of retaliation, though the blacks felt im- 
potent enough themselves and rarely attempted 
any sexual transgressions. It was the whites who 
fearfully imagined the blacks raping their women, 
and lynched or tortured them whether they had 
done so or not. For along with this fear was their 
feeling of inadequacy because they were so much 
more inhibited than the black men and usually 
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less desirable to both the black and the white 
vomen. 

Peter Loewenberg, in his essay, “The Psychol- 
ogy of Racism,” found in a book on the subjeet 
called The Great Fear, expresses the nature of 
these syndromes very suceinctly. “When forbidden 
desires emerge in a white man,” he writes, “he can 
facilitate their repression by projecting them onto 
blacks or members of other racial minorities. In 
the unconscious of the bigot the black represents 
his own conscience as it struggles to conform to 
the values professed by society. This is why the 
black man becomes the personification of sexual- 
ity, lewdness, laziness, dirtiness, and unbridled 
hostility. He is the symbol of voluptuousness and 
the immediate gratification of pleasure. In the 
deepest recesses of the minds of white Americans, 
Negroes are associated with lowly and debased ob- 
jects or with sexuality and violence. In our society 
children are taught at an early age that their ex- 
crement is disgusting, smelly, dirty, and that sex- 
ual and hostile feelings are bad and dangerous. 
These feelings are easily associated with low sta- 
tus or tabooed groups such as Negroes. Blacks are 
pictured in the unconscious imagery of the white 
majority as dark and odorous, aggressive, libidi- 
nal, and threatening.” 

Loewenberg applies this very consistently to the 
white southerner who habitually exploits black 
women. Once such a man obtains his pleasure in 
the shacks and shanty towns of the Negroes in- 
stead of with his wife, he says, “the white man 
fears and fantasizes that black men will claim the 
same right and desire. Thus the white man who 
uses black women sexually perceives the black 
man as a menace to him and his women. By projec- 
tion, the black man is seen as the one who lusts 
after white womanhood. This projection—‘it is he, 
not I, who is lascivious’—is both guilt-evading 
and self-assuring because the evil doer who vio- 
lates social morality is the other man, not oneself. 
Thus the ‘badness’ is externalized.” 

This explanation also sheds light on how white 
attitudes toward Negro sexuality developed. If the 
English believed that Africans engaged in so- 
domy, and believed this without any basis in fact, 
they may well have been projecting another for- 
bidden desire unacknowledged in their own 
psyches. Likewise, if a white ascribed to Negro 
women tremendous powers of sexual responsive- 
ness, whether or not they really existed, he could 
easily rationalize that the Negress he raped had 
seduced him. 

The added factor of Puritanism which was flour- 
ishing when Europeans and settlers in the Ameri- 
can colonies first began to exploit blacks goes far 
toward explaining why the blacks quickly became 
the sexual objects upon which the pious white 
Christians could focus their suppressed lusts. 
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Once the institution of slavery and general ex- 
ploitation of blaeks took hold, according to sociol- 
ogists, the whole racial pattern fell into a vicious 
cycle, or, to put it another way, it became a self- 
fulfilling prophecy. The black were defiled and 
degraded and quickly lost whatever self-esteem 
they might have summoned to emerge from their 
condition of servitude. Their offspring inherited 
these down-trodden attitudes and were the more 
easily cowed by their white masters. 

+  Atthesame time, the whites became increasingly 
-` authoritarian, pointing to blank submission as a 
~ proof of their own superiority. Sexually, they con- 

tinued to be caught in the paradox of their own 
confliets, regarding the Negro as both repulsive 
and erotic because they could not come to terms 
with their own lusts—which were biologically ur- 
gent yet socially condemned. 

Through all this their guilt feelings from abus- 
ing the blacks made them paranoid about repris- 
als. They projected this too onto the shoulders of 
the black men, simultaneously gaining the 
warped satisfaction of the anally-fixated impotent 
by whipping their slaves insensible. 

With the emancipation of the slaves interracial 
sex began to go through changes. Many southern 
blacks, feeling economically and  psychologi- 
cally helpless, remained in conditions not vastly 
different from the days of their servitude. But a 
much greater number migrated to the cities of both 
the South and the North, preferring the hardships 
of ghetto life and menial, occasional employment 
to the tyranny of their former masters. 

In the South, blacks continued to be lynched for 
a variety of crimes, including rape or the suspicion 
of rape. At the same time court convictions of 
blacks accused of interracial rape greatly outnum- 
bered that of whites, although blacks comprised 
only about 24 percent of the population of the 
southern and border states. Behind this trend was 
not outraged decency or instinctive racial preserva- 
tion but the psychology of guilt. With black men 
legally free to walk the streets, and in some 
states even to intermarry, the insecure whites com- 
pensated for their fears of losing their women with 
à bloody reign of terror. And even though they con- 
tinued to rape and mutilate black girls far more 
frequently than the black men had any dealings 
with their white womenfolk it was the blacks who 
were accused and punished for interracial sex. 

* At this time too, many Negro leaders began to 
summon racial pride and to call for maintenance 
of black purity. N.A.A.C.P. officials and others 
after the turn of the century idolized their women 
as the essence of black beauty and sought to pre- 
vent intermarriage and also the apathy out of 
which many black girls allowed their virginity to 
be taken by aggressive whites. But in championing 
racial integrity it was obvious that they had an- 


other motive in mind, namely, eliminating white 
male competition for their women. Recent black 
power theorists have advanced an insightful psy- 
cho-sociological explanation for this sort of be- 
havior, which we will examine shortly. 

Meanwhile, in the larger cities of the North 
where Negroes had begun to congregate, interra- 
cial sex was becoming more common despite offi- 
cial taboos. Instead of slave-quarters and shanty 
towns, houses of prostitution sprang up in the 
black ghettoes and curious, often wealthy whites 
eagerly patronized them to gain a taste of the 
black mystique. Malcolm X, the Black Muslim 
leader who was assassinated in 1965, discusses 
these trends in his autobiography while describing 
his underworld days in Harlem of the 1930's and 
1940's. 

"Since he supported himself for a while as a 
pimp, he probably spoke with some authority when 
he noted, “Іп all of my time in Harlem, I never 
saw a white prostitute touched by a white man. 
White girls were in some of the various Harlem 
specialty places. They would participate in cus- 
tomers' most frequent exhibition requests—a 
sleek, black Negro male having a white woman. 
Was this the white man wanting to witness his 
deepest sexual fear?" Thus the white men looking 
for sexual adventure in black ghettoes either 
wanted a black prostitute or a voyeuristic experi- 
ence which fulfilled their fantasies of racial sex- 
inferiority. 
2 But another trend was taking place which Mal- 
colm X describes with some amusement and satis- 
faction—an increasing number of white women 
lusting more or less openly after black men. Mal- 
colm describes how proud he was to acquire a 
white girlfriend at an early age, and a beautiful 
one, no less. He admits that blacks were all too 
eager to cater to the white woman's craving for 
black sex. When he was picked up by his “Sophia” 
in a Roxbury, Mass. dancehall he was only six- 
teen but able to make the most of his opportunity. 
“Now at that time, in Roxbury, in any black 
ghetto in America, to have a white woman who 
wasn't a known, common whore was—for the aver- 
age black man, at least—a status symbol of the 
first order,” he wrote. “I paraded her. The Negro 
men loved her. And she just seemed to love all 
Negroes. Two or three nights a week, we would go 
out together. Sophia admitted that she also had 
dates with white fellows, ‘just for the looks of 
things,’ she said. She swore that a white man 
couldn’t interest her.” 

While some women like Sophia found a steady 
black boyfriend and even supported him in style 
others flitted from one to another, lusting after the 
black phallus, the mythical “oversexed nigger” 
who could satisfy them. Perhaps the true status of 
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Sweet and 
swarthy 


Sweet and swarthy Sandra is a bed (lam) full of 
love for daring hedonistic males. With ample 
breasts and angly legs, and a body limber as a 
snake, Sandra snares her prey for a night of 
cyclonic pleasure. 


Sandra cuddles well as you may have guessed, but cuddling with her 
lips is one of her finest shots; and between those supple thighs lies a 
warm enclosure for the guys. 
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Now, Sandra shows us how to prepare hot flesh without extinguishing the fire. She says it’s best to baste 
the breasts with hands and mouth, and then massage the rump with slippery fingertips. “If a finger hits a 
crevice,” Sandra says, “that’s okay, just wiggle well and do your thing.‘ 
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(Continued from page 16) 

the flaps open, staring with wid- 
ened and decidedly excited eyes 
at Mae’s lush and abundant 
melons. 

They were larger and rounder 
than her own, coffee-colored with 
round distended nipples swell- 
ing and growing turgid with lust 
even as she stared, ogling them 
before reaching out and cupping 
each heavy free-swinging boob, 
one in each hand. 

She squeezed and fondled 
them and Mae whimpered with 
desire, pumping her hips forward 
towards Ted’s mouth, clenching 
and unclenching her incredibly 
powerful set of vaginal muscles 
as he wiggled his finger down 
into the juicy hot depths of her 
itching quim. 

And when she felt his thumb 
pressing against her anus, she 
groaned and relaxed her sphinc- 
ter muscles so that it slowly 
slid inside, rubbing up against 
the septum dividing both of her 
holes, tickling her bum and 
stimulating her cunt at the same 
time. 

He pushed it in as far as he 
could, grasping the thin mem- 
brane with two fingers, holding 
onto her as he kept sucking and 
slobbering over һег snatch, 
working on her clit until she 
could barely remain still. 

Her tongue was coating Jody’s 
hot knockers with saliva while 
Jody massaged and stimulated 
her boobs with her hands. She 
wanted to do more, much more 
than just suck at the dinner 
table and even as she felt her- 
self about to let go and cream in 
Ted’s face, she moaned and 
pulled back, getting shakily to 
her feet. 

Ted didn’t have to think twice. 

He stuck his head out from 
under the table and then stag- 
gered to his feet, taking hold of 
one of Mae’s hands while Jody 
took the other and they led their 
guest upstairs to the master bed- 
room suite. His cock propelled 
him forward like a magnet, burn- 
ing with excitement he had to re- 
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alize, or else he would shoot his 
load in his pants, unable to stop 
himself from coming. 

So he hurried upstairs, unbut- 
toning his shirt as he ran along- 
side of them. They were laugh- 
ing, all sign of tension or ner- 
vousness dissipating as he flung 
the bedroom door open and let go 
of Mae’s hand, turning and grab- 
bing her up in his arms. 

He pressed her towards him, 
rubbing her naked chest over his 
body, humping forward and 
drilling the hard steely outline 
of his dick up against her juicy 
snatch. Her hands clawed at him 
and she cried out with savage de- 
sire, breaking away and ripping 
off her clothes as he and Jody 
followed suit. 

He had wanted to take his 
time, to undress each of them, to 
turn them on so that they would 
be eating out of his hand. But 
now it was too late as Mae 
pulled off her blouse and kicked 
off her shoes. The sight of her 
massive hanging jugs, brown and 
mysterious, made him groan 
and he tore at his shirt, flinging 
it off as he slid out of his loafers 
and hurried to take off his pants. 

“You want it bad, don’t you, 
baby, real fucking bad,” she gig- 
gled, glancing over at Jody and 
admiring the young woman’s 
slim sensual features as she 
threw her blouse onto the floor 
and unhooked her garter belt, 
sliding her stockings down before 
unzipping her skirt. 

“You better believe it,” Ted 
said, gasping as Mae Rice slid 
out of her skirt and panties and 
garter belt, standing there before 
him like a jungle goddess, her 
body savage and wanton, her 
cunt leaking abundant streams 
of sap which actually dripped 
down along the inside of her 
long sensuous thighs. 

Her hips flared out as did her 
succulent rump and he could not 
stop himself from staring, even 
as he fumbled with his belt 
buckle, suddenly awkward and 
nervous as she moved onto the 
bed, her body flowing like honey 


and making him groan with in- 
credible need. 

Jody hurried to join her, even 
as her husband stood there, 
open-mouthed, his pants down 
around his knees and his thick 
surging cock still hidden behind 
the front of his undershorts. She 
took off the rest of her clothes, 
the narrow blonde thatch of her 
musky honeypot making Mae 
shudder as she felt an incredible 
need to explore Jody’s scarlet 
gash, to dig her tongue and fin- 
gers inside the young woman’s 
pussy just as Ted had done for 
her. 

“Come, let me eat you, baby, 
let me wrap my tongue inside 
and suck you dry,” she hissed, 
licking her lips with her tongue 
as Jody cried out and scampered 
onto the bed. Quickly, she flung 
herself down on top of Mae's 
bed, stretching out and pressing 
her lips against the black wom- 
an’s mouth. 

Mae returned the caress with 
heated and rampant desire, 
thrusting her tongue into Jody’s 
mouth even as she felt the young 
woman’s cunt rubbing hotly and 
insistently up against her own 
wet and hungry twat. Their outer 
lips were peeled back and as she 
pushed her hips forward and met 
Jody’s heated lunges, she could 
feel the tips of their clits touch- 
ing, frictioning against each 
other. 

Their tits pressed back and 
forth and she ran her hands up 
and down Jody's back, finally 
stretching her arms until she 
was able to cup her tender bot- 
tom globes in her hands, squeez- 
ing them as Jody licked her lips 
and begged for more, pumping 
back and forth, lickety-splitting 
and feeling the thick rivulets of 
sap dribbling down, oozing from 
one cunt to the other. 

Ted watched them, as aroused 
as always when he saw his wife 
making love to another woman. 
It was fantastically sensual to 
see them stretched out on the 
bed, wrapped in each other's 
arms, black and white linked to- 


gether, unable to get enough of 
each other. 

Mae was moaning loudly 
now, raking her nails over Jody’s 
plump jiggling buns as she kept 
pushing forward, rubbing cunts 
together and feeling herself on 
the verge of exploding. And it 
was then, even as Jody mounted 
her and pressed her down to the 
bed, that she turned her head to 
the side and glanced over at Ted 
Halperin. 

A smile broke across her lips 
as she saw him pulling down his 
undershorts, his trim wiry body 
delighting her, but not nearly as 
much as what she now feasted 
her eyes upon. He grinned sala- 
ciously, stroking his fingers over 
the thick bobbing pole of cock- 
meat which arched up towards 
his stomach, the round crimson 
head glistening with pre-come, 
his balls weighing heavily be- 
tween his thighs. 

She didn’t have to say a word. 

Jody turned her head to the 
side at the same time and she 
was far from greedy, sliding back 
down on the bed,wiggling like 
an eel until her face was be- 
tween Mae’s thighs. Even before 
the insatiable and hot-blooded 
black jungle goddess was able 
to take Ted’s thick meaty cock 
between her lips, Jody was 
erying out, ripping back the 
outer flaps of Mae’s pussy and 
digging her tongue hotly inside. 

Mae screamed with excite- 
ment, arching her back and shov- 
ing her hips forward as she felt 
the way Jody was eating her out, 
sucking so furiously and hun- 
grily that she felt herself get- 
ting off again, in no time at all. 

And as Jody lipped and 
tongued every crease and fold of 
womanflesh, Ted moved to the 
bed, smiling wickedly, his cock 
leading him on as he squatted by 
the head of the bed and Mae bent 
her head back, opening her 
mouth just as he leaned forward 
and angled his cock into place 
between her stretched and gap- 
ing lips. 

“That’s it, suck hard, baby, 


lick me good and then Ted’s 
gonna show you how tasty white 
meat is,” he said in husky whis- 
per as her tongue licked around 
the circumcised head of his hand- 
some ivory-white pecker, making 
him shiver as he pushed forward, 
spearing it right into her mouth. 

Mae gurgled contentedly, 
stil pumping her hips up 
against Jody’s mouth as she fas- 
tened her lips tightly around 
Ted’s penis and he kept thrusting 
down, squatting over her head so 
that she could smell his virile 
manly odor, sweaty and pungent 
as her own slippery trench. 

His hairy nuts swayed against 
her forehead and the tight black 
curls of her Afro were pressed 
down on the pillows as he kept 
moaning, feeling her tongue 
moving along his thick meaty 
cock-shaft, turning him on 
wildly. 

“More, yeah, that’s it and 
tickle my balls too,” he panted 
as her hands slid up along her 
tawny flanks and her long pol- 
ished fingernails scraped 
lightly against his hairy thighs. 

She tickled his nuts and jig- 
gled them back and forth as he 
rammed still deeper, not content 
until his pubic bush was against 
her mouth and she was gurgling, 
the entire length of his thick 
rigid hardon crammed inside her 
mouth, just as he intended to do 
to her pussy. 

But for the moment, he was 
content to have her sucking him 
off and he pulled back as she 
kept her lips tightly glued 
around his pole, her tongue ev- 
erywhere at once. Looking down 
the length of her exotic and 
wildly arousing body, he saw 
how Jody was also going ber- 
serk, lapping agilely, her slim 
pointy tongue digging in and out 
of Mae’s red and burning twat. 

The sight inflamed his senses 
and he trembled involuntarily, 
loving what was happening, lov- 
ing the way Mae was working on 
his dong until he felt himself on 
the edge of losing control. He 
didn’t want to shoot yet and he 


had to pull back, shoving his 
nuts towards her mouth so that 
she took the hint and began to 
suck and slobber over his hairy 
balls. 

She tried stuffing one at a time 
into her mouth, but they were far 
too large, so she used her tongue 
to lick up and down, slurping 
over every available inch of his 
round swaying scrotum. “So 
good, do it, more, baby, that’s 
great, and rim me too, eat out my 
ass,” he urged her, lifting him- 
self up even more so that his 
hairy bottom furrow was directly 
aligned with her mouth. 

She wasn’t in the least bit put 
off. 
By then, she could feel her- 
self about to come and the more 
Jody worked on her pussy, the 
more insane and aroused she be- 
came. So when Ted Halperin 
pushed his buns down towards 
her upturned face, her tongue 
shot out of her mouth without a 
second’s hesitation. 

He pulled his ass cheeks 
apart, allowing her to dig right 
inside, leaning forward so that 
he could grab her jugs, squeez- 
ing them together and rubbing 
the length of his steely dick 
back and forth between them. 

And as he french-fucked her 
tits, he trembled as he felt her 
tongue jabbing up against his 
asshole, trying to pierce the ring 
of sphincter muscles as he re- 
laxed and pushed down, urging 
her to keep going and not stop 
until her tongue was tickling his 
prostate and turning him on all 
the more. 

Jody watched what was hap- 
pening, staring up at her hus- 
band’s cock as he pumped it back 
and forth, spitting into his hand 
and rubbing his saliva along 
Mae’s deep cleavage so that 
their skin was lubricated and he 
was able to glide and slide and 
tit-fuck her with ease. 

And then he felt her tongue 
digging right inside, shoving it- 
self up into his tight dry anus 
and licking against the swelling 
of his throbbing prostate gland. 
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The sensation made him scream 
and he trembled excitedly as she 
kept slurping, thrashing about 
on the bed then and suddenly, 
without warning, beginning to 
come. 

But if she couldn’t speak, her 
lips against his ass and her 
tongue pistoning in and out of 
his tight stretched anus, Jody 
still knew what was happening. 
As the first hot gushes of sap 
streamed down, she pulled her 
tongue out of Mae’s burning hole 
and thrust in two fingers at the 
same time, ramming them as far 
inside as she could. 

Mae stiffened, breathless as 
her climax hit her and she 
writhed her hips in time to 
Jody’s fierce penetrating finger- 
fucking strokes, loving the way 
her clit was being frictioned 
against, how her cunt had been 
invaded by the young woman’s 
eager darting fingers. 

The intensity of her climax 
made her tremble violently and 
Ted kept staring, actually able 
to see the outer lips of the black 
woman’s pussy opening and 
closing around his wife’s jabbing 
fingers. “Come, baby, shoot it, 
shoot it!” Jody was screaming, 
her own cunt gushing juice in hot 
profusion as she kept pumping 
her fingers into Mae's box, the 
woman thrashing against her 
jabbing hand, unable and un- 
willing to control herself. 

Ted was groaning just as 
hotly, loving the way Mae Rice 
was rimming him, eating out his 
ass to perfection and doing a bet- 
ter job than Jody had ever done. 
His meat burned against her 
ample jugs and he fingered each 
taut pink nipple, amazed and de- 
lighted by the color contrast, her 
body sweaty and chocolatey and 
turning him on as never before. 

He had to fuck her now and 
unable to wait, he pulled him- 
self around so that her tongue 
jerked out of her mouth even as 
the last tumultuous waves of 
her climax coursed through her 
body, leaving her weak and sated 
on the bed. 
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Jody’s lips were smeared with 
Mae’s abundant dew and when 
she saw what Ted was up to, she 
spun around and crawled to- 
wards Mae’s face, wanting the 
black woman to eat her out 
while her husband pounded his 
thick sturdy dong down into 
place. 

Mae was just as eager for that 
to happen as the Halperins. 

Before she could even catch 
her breath, Ted was between her 
legs, hooking her long smooth 
thighs over his burly shoulders 
and pushing forward, wildly 
aroused by the sight of her lush 
dripping gash, her snatch so red 
and inflamed that it looked as if 
it were bleeding. 

And as Jody crawled into 
place, squatting lightly over 
Mae’s face and aiming her 
blonde and tender split towards 
the woman’s gaping mouth, Ted 
made his move. He rested on his 
knees, pulled Mae higher and 
then gripped his cock, pushing it 
down and forward and not stop- 
ping until he could see and feel 
the head of his dick slipping 
right inside her muff. 

“Oh shit, yes, feel it you 
motherfucker, feel it going into 
you, baby,” he groaned, trem- 
bling with delight as the head of 
his cock was trapped inside, rub- 
bing up against her long swol- 
len clit and burning with new- 
found excitement. 

It stretched her outer cunt lips 
marvelously and the combina- 
tion of friction and pressure 
aroused Mae once again. Despite 
the fact that she had just fin- 
ished achieving her climax, she 
felt her body warming up all 
over again, having anticipated 
this and now wanting it more 
than ever. 

She couldn’t speak though, for 
even as Ted froze with the head 
of his dick throbbing inside of 
her cunt, rubbing around her wet 
and slippery vulva, Jody 
moaned frantically, not wanting 
to be left out, wanting to come 
just as she had gotten Mae to do 
with her lips and tongue and 


agile pumping fingers. 

She rammed her hips forward, 
thrusting her cunt into Mae’s 
mouth. The cloying piquant odor 
made Mae’s head reel and her 
long raspy tongue rammed right 
inside the twin paper-thin and 
girlish outer folds of flesh. 

“Yes, that’s it, suck on me, 
please, oh do it, Mae, more, eat 
me,” Jody murmured with de- 
light, turning her eyes towards 
her husband as Ted thrust for- 
ward, maddened and unable to 
stop himself. 

He grunted hoarsely as he 
speared his dick into place, his 
thick fat rod stretching Mae’s 
cunt walls apart, widening them 
as he shoved down and eased 
inch after inch of his handsome 
prong inside of her lubricious 
and overheated snatch. 

He was fucking black cunt 
and he loved it, loved the way 
she whipped her hips around his 
pole, loved the way her cunt 
muscles went berserk, squeezing 
so tightly that it felt as if she 
was actually nipping his cock 
shaft in two. 

Ted couldn’t stop and he fell 
against her with a wild cry of 
joy, battering down into her gap- 
ing quim until his black pubes 
rubbed and scratched against her 
own wiry growth, the two of 
them coupled fast, his balls hit- 
ting between the tender flesh of 
her high rounded ass. 

“Unreal, so fucking tight it’s 
unreal. Now move with me, 
sugar. Show me your rhythm,” 
he kidded her, panting savagely 
as he pulled halfway back and 
then thrust down again, falling 
against her as she gobbled up 
Jody’s snatch. 

Jody was moaning then, want- 
ing to shoot, wanting to fill 
Mae’s mouth with her spend. She 
pulled her cunt lips open so 
that the young woman could dig 
her tongue all the way inside 
and when Mae replaced it with 
first one finger and then two, she 
fell back, wrapping her legs 
along Mae’s sides even as her 
husband began to jerk and pound 


his penis in and out of her wom- 
an’s tight pussy. 

“Yes, fuck me, harder, be a 
man, Ted, do it, more,” Mae 
groaned, shaking in an agony of 
excitement as she pumped her 
two long fingers in and out of 
Jody’s pussy, sliding them over 
the young woman’s short pulpy 
clit and making Ted’s wife weak 
with delight. 

Her eyes were half-closed as 
she felt yet a third finger invad- 
ing her tender muff, stretching 
her cunt walls as much as Ted’s 
cock always did, reminding her 
of the black stud she had once 
gone to bed with at college, a 
jock who was so well-hung that 
she had been sore but satisfied 
for days after. 

Now, she rocked back and 
forth, pushing her box against 
Mae’s fingers, watching her hus- 
band as Ted kept spearing his 
dong in and out, groaning wildly 
as he felt the tight constricting 
pressure of Mae Rice’s twat. 
And, what was more, the black 
woman now began to move just 
as he had always hoped, rocking 
so frenziedly and excitedly that 
he thought he’d shoot his load, 
right then and there. 

She was turning him on in 
ways Jody didn’t even know ex- 
isted, her cunt muscles never 
stopping their frenzied twitching 
as her hips moved and undulated 
and she kept pushing up against 
him, rubbing her toes over his 
ass and the backs of his meaty 
hams, her jugs bouncing exoti- 
cally on her chest. 

He lowered his head and at- 
tacked them, falling forward 
and stretching out on top of her, 
digging in with his cock as his 
lips sucked on her tits and she 
now maneuvered a fourth finger 
into Jody’s pussy, easing it in so 
that Ted’s wife couldn’t believe 
how stretched her cunt had be- 
come. 

But there was no pain in- 
volved, no pain at all. 

Rather, she pictured a cock 
that thick attacking her succu- 
lent young hole and watching 


Ted letting loose only intensi- 
fied her excitement. She was on 
the verge of coming, about to let 
loose as was he, when suddenly 
she froze, crying out in alarm. 

Instantly, there was silence 
and then a sense of dread that 
knew no bounds. For standing in 
the doorway to the bedroom, a 
gun aimed at Ted Halperin’s 
head, was none other than Rich- 
ard Rice, Mae’s husband. No one 
moved and the air was charged 
with fear and terror that Jody 
couldn’t cope with. 

“Just stay right where you 
are,” Rich said hoarsely, his 
eyes narrowed as he stared at the 
uninhibited menage. “And that 
means you, Halperin.” He 
moved closer, holding the gun 
steady as Ted held his breath, 
his cock going limp inside of 
Mae's pussy. 

“Richard, put that down. This 
is insane, I’m a grown woman,” 
Mae said, making a move to get 
out from under Ted’s body. 

“Shut up, cunt. You fucking 
cheating black mother. You,” 
and he pointed to Jody, “get off 
the bed and undress me. Just the 
pants. I want your hubby over 
here to see a real man in action. 
Or else,” and he pressed his fin- 
ger more tightly against the 
trigger. 

“Don’t try anything,” Ted 
whispered to his wife as Jody 
slowly got up off the bed and 
moved to Richard Rice. She 
couldn’t look him in the eye, 
though she saw the thick dis- 
tended bulge in his crotch and 
knew that he was sexually 
aroused even before she managed 
to unzip his fly and pull his 
pants and undershorts down. 

Both Ted and Mae were pan- 
ic-stricken, but they said nothing 
as Jody stared at the thick 
stubby length of Rice’s penis, 
hard and throbbing as he pushed 
her down onto the floor. Still 
aiming the gun at Halperin, he 
knelt down between Jody’s legs. 

“T’ve been wanting to do this 
ever since we met,” he hissed, 
taking hold of his hardon and 


thrusting forward. He slammed 
down, knocking her breath away, 
tearing into her cunt as suddenly 
he threw the gun across the room 
and began to laugh. 

And as he groaned and 
laughed uproariously, he jerked 
up and down, pistoning hotly 
and quickly into Jody’s pussy. 
Ted thought the man had gone 
insane and he jumped off the bed 
to retrieve the gun. 

Jody’s eyes were closed and 
despite her fear, the pleasure of 
being fucked by Mae’s husband 
could not be denied. She moved 
with him, jerking against his 
hard muscular body until her 
reverie was interrupted by Ted’s 
words. 

“Why you motherfucker! It's a 
fake. It’s a black water pistol!” 
he exclaimed, not believing 
what Rice had done as Mae sud- 
denly doubled over in laughter, 
thankful it was only a joke and 
not the real thing. 

But Jody and Richard Rice ig- 
nored him, writhing on the floor, 
lost in their searing sensual 
pleasure. Ted took another look 
at them and didn’t waste any- 
more time. He hurried back onto 
the bed and thrust his cock into 
Mae’s mouth. 

Her tongue worked on it like a 
speedfreak and within seconds 
he was hard all over again. Then, 
getting back into position, ignor- 
ing the couple on the floor, he 
grabbed hold of Mae and pulled 
her forward, impaling her on his 
stiff jutting tool. 

“Take a look, Rice!” he cried 
out with excitement, thrusting 
forward until Mae was scream- 
ing, clawing at his back, feeling 
the nine searing inches of Hal- 
perin’s pecker filling her cunt to 
the breaking point. 

There would now be no inter- 
ruptions and moaning with lust 
that knew no bounds, Ted Hal- 
perin continued where he had 
left off, kneading Mae’s black 
tawny flesh even as he pounded 
in and out of her cunt, enjoying 
himself as he had never enjoyed 
himself in the past. 
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(Continued from page 49) 

this myth was manifested by the fact that many of 
these white women wound up as prostitutes, un- 
able to find their one black prince. 

Yet another aspect of interracial sex in the cities 
of the North was the growing popularity of male 
Negro prostitution—with rich white ladies as the 
insatiable customers. Malcolm describes how 
these women would organize and contact a black 
pimp to obtain the benefits of a black stud service. 
Ironically, the studs would have to dress up as de- 
to gain entrance into the fancy build- 
ings in which their clients lived. 

A friend of Malcolm's, a pimp named Sammy, 
explained this phenomenon to him: “Sammy said 
that white women were very practical; he had 
heard so many of them express how they felt.... 
The white woman wanted to be comfortable, she 
wanted to be looked upon with favor by her own 
kind, but also she wanted to have her pleasure. So 
some of them just married a white man for conveni- 
ence and security, and kept right on going with a 
Negro. It wasn’t that they were necessarily in love 
with the Negro, but they were in love with lust— 
particularly ‘taboo’ lust.” 

Another acquaintance of Malcolm’s was a les- 
bian who ran a stable of male Negroes as de- 
scribed above. Having come into contact with many 
bored, wealthy white women while she was work- 
ing in a beauty salon, this enterprising Negress 
started her business by arranging dates between 
these ladies and blacks she knew who liked white 
women. She told Malcolm that the white women 
were obsessed with obtaining the blackest males 
possible and that someone as light as himself 
would never do. “She told me that nearly every 
white woman in her clientele would specify ‘a 
black one’; sometimes they would say ‘a real one,’ 
meaning black, no brown Negroes, no red Ne- 
groes,” he wrote. 

Throughout all this, Malcolm noted, neither 
the whites nor the Negroes who lusted after each 
other showed their sexual partners the least bit of 
respect. He concluded that the status and mys- 
tique of interracial sex were far more important to 
those attracted by this practice than the individual 
relationships they experienced. Thus, with the in- 
creasing freedom to engage in miscegenation, it be- 
came even more clear that the motivations of those 
attracted by it originated in the fantasies of their 
unconscious and not in any physically-manifested 
sexual differences between blacks and whites. 

Although James Baldwin and other black in- 
tellectuals before him have gone into greater de- 
tail than Malcolm in examining the white mys- 
tique, no one has given a more profound analysis of 
this other side of the coin we have been discussing 
than black revolutionary Eldridge Cleaver. Edu- 
cated in the state prisons of California—Folsom, 


San Quentin and Soledad—and in the ghettoes of 
Los Angeles, Cleaver analyzed his own psyche, 
the causes of his emotional breakdowns, his his- 
tory as a rapist of white women, and went on to be 
the Lenin of the Black Panther movement, with his 
brilliant writings serving as party gospel. 

His interrretation of the modern Negro's fixa- 
tion with white women is evident from the follow- 
ing poem, which he wrote before a release from 
prison: 


TO A WHITE GIRL 


I love you 

because you're white, 

Not because you're charming 
Or bright. 

Your whiteness 

Isa silky thread 

Snaking through my thoughts 
In redhot patterns 

Of lust and desire. 


I hate you 

Because you're white. 

Your white meat 

Is nightmare food. 

White is 

The skin of Evil. 

You're my Moby Dick, 

White Witch, 

Symbol of the rope and hanging tree, 
Of the burning cross. ..... 


It is noteworthy that there are several phallic 
images;in this poem; after writing it, Cleaver went 
out and embarked upon his career as a rapist. Even 
though he was aware of his culturally-conditioned 
values he could not for a long time resolve his 
love-hate confliet toward the white woman, or the 
Ogre, as he often refers to her. 

His own experience, like that of all the males 
of his race, in his opinion, was indelibly shaped by 
the history of the Negro in America. Aside from the 
obvious physical, economic and psychological de- 
basement we have already discussed, Cleaver 
notes that American Negroes have always been 
taught to consider their own women inferior to 
white women. White was the standard of beauty, 
purity and spirituality toward which all Negroes 
in this country have always aspired. In prison and 
looking at the photo of the white woman for the 
rape of whom black Emmett Till was murdered, 
Cleaver knows exactly what she represents, yet he 
cannot prevent himself from becoming sexually 
excited. Thwarted in every other direction, he in- 
dulges his “outlaw” fantasies and relives the 
myth. 

But later, back in prison and a lot wiser, 


Cleaver formulates or at least gives expression to 
the definitive theory of racial sexuality in this 
country. This time he defines his own position in 
the confusion and is finally able to suggest some 
possible solutions to the dilemma, short of blood 
revenge. 

Cleaver couches the story of America in biting 
allegorical terms, calling the white man the Om- 
nipotent Administrator and his black slave the 
Supermasculine Menial. The white woman is the 
Ultrafeminine Doll and the black woman the 
Subfeminine Amazon. According to post-Freudian 
concepts these descriptions are easily explained: 
The white man has, through some unconscious 
need, traded his normal sexuality for power. The 
more power he assumes the less sex his libido puts 
out and the more he must rationalize by making 
many sex forms taboo. At the same time, his cap- 
tive in the quest for power, the Negro, who cultur- 
ally has maintained more sex- than power-drive, 
becomes his subordinate muscle. He is the Body to 
the white administrator’s Mind, but is cruelly cas- 
trated in being powerless. Thus he is actually 
punished for being the object of the white man’s se- 
cret, latent homosexuality. 

In being only half a man, aceording to Cleaver, 
the black has not been able to command the respect 
of his own women because he is not sovereign, nor 
was he able to protect his women from the whites. 
And the whites preferred the black woman because 
she was a suitable receptacle of their sex-guilt, 
while their own women were driven onto a pedes- 
tal of purity which was more weakness, fragility, 
pampered self-indulgence, because the white Mind 
could not admit his taboo sexual feelings toward 
them. 

A Thus the white woman became the Ultrafemi- 
nine Doll, object of idolization by the superficial- 
ly-thinking black eunuch, while the black woman 
became stronger than her man, contemptuous of 
him, and the image of primitive maternal lust 
which the white master secretly craved in his im- 
potence and insecurity. 

Cleaver elaborates upon this foursome at length 
and with unnecessary bombast, but his basic con- 
cept, gleaned from Freud, Norman Mailer and oth- 
ers, seems indisputable. The unanswered question 
remaining, however, is why the white race should 
have bred such sexual insecurity, and sublima- 
tions of homosexual or incestuous desires into pol- 
itical power, racism, male supremacy, etc., with 
all its warped, sadistic overtones. Conversely, 
why should the black race, if “normal” sexuality 
was what Nature intended, have been so under- 
mined by the misguided Caucasians? Of course, 
the black man has emerged at last from his ma- 
laise and the psychic tables may turn. Cleaver 
holds out the hope that the futile and pernicious 
obsession of interracial sex may be overcome by 


the Supermasculine Menial developing his intel- 
lect and the Omnipotent (but impotent) Adminis- 
trator coming to terms with his libidinal hangups. 

He closes with an open letter to the Black 
Queen he claims his ancestors have failed for the 
last four hundred years, proclaiming, “Across the 
naked abyss of negated masculinity, of four 
hundred years minus my Balls, we face each other 
today, my Queen.” Vowing his future allegiance, 
not as a eunuch but as a man, he hopes that to- 
gether they can work for a "New City" of racial and 
sexual equality. Provided, of course, that Black 
Power does not drain the newly-awakened mascu- 
linity of its members into political sublimation. 

But while Cleaver's arguments are persuasive 
and reflect the near-unanimity of opinion on the 
psychological nature of race-mystique in sex, 
self-awareness has not dampened the erotic urges 
of all Americans in this area. Black prostitutes 
are still patronized by many white customers, 
black men are pulled off the streets by white men 
offering them money to copulate with their wives 
—while they in turn watch through the keyhole 
and masturbate. White matrons with money make 
discreet inquiries about black studs (the darker the 
better), and black women who succeed in show 
business, etc., marry white husbands, while the 
black boy next door conjures images of alabaster 
virgins. 

“Not very much has changed,” said a midwest- 
ern sociologist at a recent convention of professors 
engaged іп race-relations studies. “People may 
understand the bases of racial sexual mystiques, 
but their erotic urges are not so easily diverted. 
There is a credibility gap between the mind and 
the genitals when it comes to interracial sex.” 

The testimony of a black prostitute in the Watts 
section of Los Angeles would tend to confirm this 
opinion. “When whitey comes here,” she told a re- 
porter, “һе wants the blackest ass he сап get. We 
got Mexican girls and Hawaiian girls that are 
real good-lookers, but all he wants is a ‘black 
nigger bitch.’ ” 

Similarly, a “white” house in Cleveland is pa- 
tronized mainly by blacks, according to its mad- 
ame, who prefers to remain anonymous. “We get a 
few white customers,” she admits, “but they’re al- 
most always eccentrics and they don’t want to 
have a white girl themselves. All they want to do 
is see some black stud do it to her. But it’s good for 
business—they pay for watching while the black 
guy pays for his action.” She concedes there have 
been problems, however, when an occasional white 
man will witness such a scene but then become en- 
raged and burst into the room with a knife or a 
well-concealed club and attack the male Negro. 

A psychiatrist queried about this phenomenon 
stated that it was obvious the white man was more 
interested in the black stud than in the “violation” 
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of a white woman. In a fury at his own impotence 
and homosexual excitement, the white man subli- 
mated his lusts, he said, by changing them into 
acts of violence in which he employed phallic- 
substitute weapons. 

But houses of prostitution are not the only 
places in which interracial sex is common, accord- 
ing to experts in sensory awareness. The recent 
boom of encounter groups and awareness centers 
has freed a lot of people from their erotic inhibi- 
tions, they argue, and participants in such groups 
often seek out partners of a different color. 

A white, twenty-six-year-old divorcee from Chi- 
cago who recently remarried—to a black man— 
says that an encounter group changed the course of 
her life. “I had always been curious about Ne- 
groes,” she admits, “but I never had the courage to 
accept a date with one or anything, because my 
parents would have been so upset. But when I met 
Frank during an awareness session I didn’t feel 
there was any reason why it should be wrong. 
After all, we’re all human beings, aren’t we? So 
we began to touch each other and I found out my 
suspicions were right: I am more attracted by Ne- 
groes. And Frank says he’s more attracted by white 
women. Our sex-life has been great, and who’s to 
say there’s anything wrong with it?” 

One awareness instructor in Baltimore, however, 
thinks interracial attractions can exert a harmful 
influence over his students_and forbids mixed 
membership in his classes. er no racist," he in- 
sists, “it’s just that integrated classes can be very 
disruptive. The object of these sessions is to get 
people to overcome their hangups, to relax and act 
naturally and without tension. If some white chick 
is ogling a black stud people are going to notice it 
and they won't pay attention to the exercises. This 
way, if people enroll I can tell they're serious 
students and not just out to make it across color 
lines.” 

Another place where the old barriers have come 
down is on college campuses across the nation. 
More and more frequently mixed couples are seen 
strolling arm and arm under the indifferent ivy, 
although to the consternation of many “white lib- 
eral” parents. One irate mother recently wrote to 
the Dean of an ivy-league school advising him 
punish black student revels because, she said, 
“they’re getting out of hand. You let them win 
political demands and the next thing you know 
they’re taking advantage of the white girls. That’s 
what you get for giving them an education.” 

But a white co-ed at the same school definitely 
does not give the impression that it is the black 
males chasing the white females. “All the girls 
want a black boyfriend,” she told psychologists in 
a recent confidential survey, the results of which 
have not yet been made public. “I mean, you’re not 
considered very hip if you’re going out with some 


white square. So the best thing to do is go to some 
black power group mectings and hang out. Pretty 
soon you can get hold of a tall black cat. They al- 
ways know where to take you, and they have the 
best dope, too.” 

A black student recently expelled from a Cali- 
fornia university for his political activities said in 
a television interview that he preferred white girls 
inspite of Eldridge Cleaver's theories. “You can't 
win a revolution unless you convert the enemy,” 
he insisted. “What good does it do to make it with 
a soul sister? She’s on your side already. But if 
you can get some white pussy working for you, and 
she digs you, she'll tell her friends and pretty 
soon you've got the white procreative power in your 
pocket. Give it a few years and there’ll be so many 
tan babies it'll be ridiculous to even talk about 
discrimination.” 

Not all black power leaders agree with this 
view, however. Many maintain that Cleaver is 
right and that the blacks must unite sexually and 
resist watering down their race. A spokesman for 
an East Coast affiliate of the Black Panther Party 
argues that this is the only way to avoid contami- 
nation with white values. “White chicks are fucked 
up and everybody knows it,” he says. “There’s no 
way anything good can come of us getting involved 
with them. They'll emasculate us just like they 
do to their own men and we’ll be right back where 
we started.” 

But the evidence tends to confirm that among 
America’s youth interracial sex is on the rise. Sta- 
tistics show that interracial marriage has become 
more common, and the number of newborn babies 
classified as racially mixed is also increasing. 
Probably the most reasonable conclusion to be 
made about these trends was echoed recently by a 
non-denominational minister in San Francisco. “I 
marry a lot of mixed couples,” he said, “and most 
of the time they’re very obviously in love. I don’t 
think they’re chances of making it are significantly 
worse than anybody else’s in today’s enlightened 
society. After all, it’s an individual decision, and 
the more people think for themselves the less rac- 
ism there’s bound to be.” 

Many authorities feel that if the youth of Amer- 
ica follow this advice there is no reason for them 
to shun interracial sex and they may actually re- 
lieve a lot of tensions which historically never 
had a sanctioned safety-valve. If they can free 
themselves from obsessive interracial sexual crav- 
ings which are pathological in origin, experts 
argue, they may find anatomical differences to 
their liking and turn the black revolution into ra- 
cial evolution. As an eminent biologist puts it, 
“Today’s youth can change the world. In one gen- 
eration they can integrate everything.” 

Perhaps the only loss would be the vanishing 
phenomenon of the black mystique. 
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